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replied. " The artillery men were communists almost to a
^nan, and they put up a desperate resistance when we tried
to disarm them. They killed two of our men and fled with
the locks/'
" A pity ! " Bogatiriev threw his cap on the table and,
griping his sweating face with a dirty handkerchief, smiled
grimly. " Well, everything's fine I You go and talk to
your soldiers. . . . Tell them they're all to give up their
arms/'
Jarred by the commanding tones of the cossack officer,
Voronovskv stammered :
" All their arms ? "
" I'm not going to say everything twice. I've said * all/
and I mean ' all/ "
" But we agreed that the regiment was not to be dis-
armed. Of course I understand that the machine-guns, and
hand-grenades ... all that sort of equipment we must
surrender unconditionally. But as for the Red Army men's
equipment . . /'
<f There is no Red Army now!" Bogatiriev evilly
writhed his lip, and struck his leg with his whip. " They're
not Red Army men now, but soldiers who will defend the
Don lands. . . . And if they won't, we'll find ways of making
them. We're not going to play at funerals. You've done
injury to our land, and now you want to put forward
conditions. There can be no conditions between us. Under-
stand ? "
Volkov, the chief of staff of the Serdobsky regiment, took
umbrage at Bogatiriev's words. Running his fingers over
the buttons of his black satin shirt-collar, he demanded
sharply:
" So you regard us as prisoners ?  Is that the position ? "
" I didn't say that, and there's no point in your plaguing
me with your guesses," Bogatiriev interrupted him, by his
manner openly proclaiming that the two officers were
completely at his mercy.
There was silence in the room for a moment. A muffled
roar came from the square. Voronovsky strode up and down
the room biting his nails, then buttoned up his tunic and
turned to Bogatiriev:
" Your tone is insulting to us and unworthy of you, a
Russian officer. I say that straight to your face. And we